The George Sand-

CXCIII.    To GUSTAVE FLAUBERT

Nohant, 6 September, 1871

Where are you, my dear old troubadour?

I don't write to you, I am quite troubled in the depths of
my soul. But that will pass, I hope; but I am ill with the illness
of my nation and my race. I cannot isolate myself in my
reason and in my own irreproachdb'ility. I feel the great bonds
loosened and, as it were, broken. It seems to me that we are all
going off, I don't know where. Have you more courage than
I have? Give me some of it?

I am sending you the pretty faces of our little girls. They
remember you, and tell me I must send you their pictures.
Alas! they are girls, we raise them with love like precious
plants. What men will they meet to protect them and continue
our work? It seems to me that in twenty years there will be
only hypocrites and blackguards!

Give me news of yourself, tell me of your poor mother, your
family, of Croisset. Love us still, as we love you.

G. Sand

CXCIV.    To GEORGE SAND

Croisset, Wednesday, 6 September

Well, dear master, it seems to me that you are forgetting
your troubadour, aren't you? Are you then quite overwhelmed
with work! How long a time it is since I saw your good firm
writing! How long it is since we have talked together! What
a pity that we should live so far from each other! I need you
very much.

I don't dare to leave my poor mother! When I am obliged
to be away, Caroline comes to take my place. If it were not
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